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of description. A steady breeze from the sea keeps these
glistening windmills spinning while groves of waving palms
of many varieties vie with groves of windmills in a scene as
unique as incongruous. Here again is a well-ordered city with
miles and miles of asphalt street paving, the material coming
from a native asphalt lake close by.
Foreigners in Yucatan are not numerous. Ships call mainly
for cargoes of hemp and chicle, the latter a product which is
shipped to the United States, processed there and shipped
back in neatly wrapped little sticks for Yucatecans to chew.
Eventually a ship arrived to take me back to revolution-
ridden Mexico proper. Headed for Vera Cruz I found myself
the only American passenger. There was a Spaniard, a Greek,
a Cuban and three Mexicans who sat in the smoking-room
poker game, a game in which I participated with credit. I
think we only left the game once during the two-day voyage
except at meal times and then to glance at Triangle Island,
a barren spot of sand supporting a lighthouse one hundred
miles off the coast. It was here that Mexico's lighthouse
authorities forgot the light keeper and his family until some
members starved to death. The survivors made shore in a
tiny boat.
The poker game was somewhat reminiscent of the old "West.
Each player was armed and exceedingly polite. The stakes
were gold two-and-one-half, five and ten peso pieces. I landed
in Vera Cruz with five hundred dollars of this precious metal
and its weight was almost overbearing even when distributed
a little in each pocket. During a brief stay in Vera Cruz I
spent no time up dark alleys or wandering around in un-
known places asking for trouble.
Railway trains were so often derailed or blown up in
Mexico at this time that they went where they were going
by daylight only. I traveled by the "Queen's Own," a British-